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dreary routine of stopping every fifteen minutes to knock the snow-
clods from our snow-shoes. We were thinking of making camp
when ahead we observed a considerable rise or long ridge—a sur-
prising feature after days on the dead-level of the shelf-ice. We had
fair visibility at this time, and we decided to keep on to the top
of the ridge, which seemed about two miles away, hoping that from
the crest we might see Little America or some beacon or landmark
that would guide us there.
As we neared the ridge we thought it likely that we were in for
a change of weather. In the distance we could hear a sound like
that of a rising wind. If wind, it would at least blow away the fog,
we thought. In less than an hour we reached the foot of the slope.
Wriggling out of the sledge-harnesses, we went up light. At the
crest we instinctively sprang back, so startled were we by what
we saw. We found ourselves looking straight down 200 feet into
the black tumbling water of the Ross Sea. What we thought was
wind was the thunder of waves dashing against the foot of the ice-
cliff far below.
We stared at this spectacle only a few moments, then went back
to the sledge and beat a hasty retreat. The shelf-ice is always
sloughing off at the barrier edge. After our long flight and our
almost equally long sledge journey, we did not want to end by
being dumped into the ocean. We withdrew a mile inland and
there made camp, aware that if we played our cards right we were
near salvation. And high time, too, for we only had three days
of fuel left for the Primus stove.
It was a question of following the ice coast to the Bay of Whales.
But which direction should we follow it, east or west? If we turned
the wrong way, we would be almost as badly off as when lost on
the shelf-ice. Day and night meant little to us now. We slept only
a short time, then spent several hours reconnoitring in the fog. To
the east the barrier face stretched off in a straight line. To the west
it began to curve inland. We decided to go west.
Keeping well back from the edge, we followed first a south-west
chord that should bring us out to the barrier again by a short
cut, if it followed its curve. After a couple of hours of travel, we
reached it again, but now looked down upon a different scene—
a wintry scene—flat, low ice under the beetling crags of blue shelf-

